
The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Nayj doe not thinkc 1 flatter, 

For what aduanccment may I hope from thee 

That no reucncw haft but thy good fpirits 

To fccde and clothe thee, wli)' ftiould the poorc be flatterd ? 

No, let the candied tongue licke abfuAl pompc. 

And crookc the pregnant hindges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fanning ; dooft thou heare, 

Since my deare foule was miftris of her choice. 

And could of men diftinguifti her cleft ion, 

S’hath feald thee for herfclfe, for thou haft been 
As one in fuflPring all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haft tane with equall thanks 5 and bicft are thofe 
Whofc blood andiudgement are fo well comedledj 
That they arc not a pype for Fortunes finger 

To (bund what flop (he pleafc ; giue me that man 
That is not pa(sions flauc, and I will wcare him 
In my harts core, lin my hartof hart 

As I doc thee. $omcthingtoo much of this. 

There is a play" to night before the King, 

One feene of it comes necrc the circumftance 
Which I haue fold thee of my fathers death, 

I prethce when thou feeft that aft a/ootc, 

Buen with the very comment of thy foulc 
Oblcrue my V ncic, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it fclfc vnkennill in one fpceth. 

It is a damned ghoft that we haue (cene, 

And my imaginations arc as foule 
As Zfulcans ftithy y giue him hccdfull note. 

For I mine eyes will riuet to his face. 

And after we will both our iudgements ioyne 
In cenfure of his feeming. 

Hor. Well mydord. 

If a fteale ought the whilft this play is playing 
And fcape detefted, 1 will pay thetheft. 

EntfrTrHmpets and KettU Dritmntes, Kingi ^jueae, 
Pelomw, Ophe/ta. 

They are comming to the play. Ittmflbcidle 
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} Prince of Denmarh^’ 

Get you a 

jCmg. How fares our cofio Hamkt / 

Tiw. Excellent yfaith. 

Of tfie Caroelions di(h, I eate the ayre, 
promiferaro’d, you cannot feedc Capons Co, 
jC,»g. 1 haue nothing with this aunfwcr Hamlet y 

Tbefe words are not mine. 

No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i’th V njuerfit ic you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord , and was accounted a good Aftor, 
Bam. What did you enaft ? 

^ol. I did enaft lulius Cafir, I was kild i’th Capitall, 

3r«r« kild mce. 

Bam. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitall a calfc therc^ 

Be the Players readicJ 

Ppf. Imy Lord, they flay vpon your patience, 

Ger, Come hether my deere Hamlet, fit by me. 

Hm, No good mother, heere’s mettle more attraftiuc. 

Pel. Oho, doc you marke that. 

Ham. Lady (hail Hie in your lap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe )'ou thinke I meant country mattm ? 

Opi. I thinke nothing roy Lord. 

Ham. That’s a fayre thought to lye bctwecne maydes legs. ^ 

Oph. What is my Lord ? 

Hm». Nothing. 

You are merry my Lord, 

Ham.yihoU 
Oph. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God your onely ligge-maker, what fliould a man do but 
he merry, for looke you how chcerefiilly roy mother looket, and my 
father died within’s two hpwres. 

Oph. Nay, tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham. So long, nay then let the deule weare blacke , for He haue t 
tute of fables *, 6 heauens, die two months agoe, and not forgotten yet, 
(hen there’s hope a great mans memorie may out-liue his lifehalfea 
yeere, but ber Lady a mufl build Churches then , or els fliallafuffer 
not thinking on, with the Hbbby*horlc, whole Epitaph is, for 6, fot 
the bobby-botfc is forgot, 

H. _ £nter 


